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AGAINST THE LOVE OF GREAT ONES

UNHAPPY youth, betray'd by fate

To such a love hath sainted hate,

And damned those celestial bands

Are only knit with equal hands,

The love of great ones.    'Tis a love                         5

Gods are incapable to prove ;

For where there is a joy uneven,

There never, never can be heav'n.

JTis such a love as is not sent

To fiends as yet for punishment;           ,                10

Ixion willingly doth feel

The gyre of his eternal wheel,

Nor would he now exchange his pain

For clouds and goddesses again.

Wouldst thou with tempests lie ?   Then bow      15
To th} rougher furrows of her brow.
Or make a thunderbolt thy choice ?
Then catch at her more fatal voice.
Or 'gender with the lightning ?   Try
The subtler flashes of her eye:                               20

Poor Semele well knew the same,
Who both embrac'd her god and flame,
And not alone in soul did burn,
But in this love did ashes turn.

How ill doth majesty enjoy                               25

The bow and gaiety o' th' boy,
As if the purple robe should sit
And sentence give i' th3 chair of wit.

Say, ever-dying wretch to whom
Each answer is a certain doom,                             30

What is it that you would possess,
The countess, or the naked Bess ?
Would you her gown or title do,
Her box, or gem, her thing or show?
If you mean her, the very her                               35

Abstracted from her character,
Unhappy boy 1 you may as soon
With fawning wanton with the moon,